"Irritable."

"That, too. But I never minded, I was sorry for you.
I often told Lili so. She knows. And since I died she has
told you often."

I replied: "I didn't believe her, 1 thought Lili was just
trying to ea.sc my mind. But now that you say it I believe
it. I believe it now because it assuages my grief,"

Then she said, "Why was I sorry for you? Because
perhaps no one except me knows that inwardly you
were broken to pieces, I always told myself, 'What a
pity he's so nervous, because we could get along so
nicely, two broken human beings.' I told Lili so,*'

"Why didn't you tell ma, too?'1

"I didn't want you to know I knew you were broken,
I saw years ago that you didn't want anyone to notice it
in you,"

"But if you'd told me all this honestly and word for
word, it would have brought us closer together, and I
should have been more comforted and calmer."

" 'If you had ...'" she said, " 'If you'd said .. ."If...'
*would , *.' Merciful heavens, how much we kept from
each other that we should have told!"

"Kept from each other," - "We should have told,"
Those words reminded me that when we were in Nice
we used to take more than half an hour's walk to the
Restaurant Reynaud, where we generally had lunch. She
usually hummed softly all the way as she walked beside
me. At such moments I never spoke to her, for fear of
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